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Sir P. The gentleman, believe it, is of worth,
And of our nation. Lady P. Ay, your Whitefriars nation.
Gome, I blush for you, Master Would-be, I;
And am ashamed you should have no more forehead,
Than thus to be the patron, or St George,
To a lewd harlot, a base fricatrice,
A female devil, in a male outside. Sir P. Nay,
And you be such an one, I must bid adieu
To your delights. The case appears too liquid. Lady P. Ay, you may carry it clear with your state-face!
But for your carnival concupiscence,
Who here is fled for liberty of conscience,
From furious persecution of the marshal,
Her will I disc'ple. Per. This is fine, i5 faith!
And do you use this often ? Is this part
Of your wit's exercise, 'gainst you have occasion?
Madam -Lady P. Go to, sir. Per. Do you hear me, lady!
Why, if your knight have set you to beg shirts,
Or to invite me home, you might have done it
A nearer way, by far. Lady P. This cannot work you
Out of my snare. Per. Why, am I in it, then?
Indeed your husband told me you were fair.
And so you are; only your nose inclines
That side that 5s next the sun, to the queen-apple. Lady P. This cannot be endured by any patience.